Such necessaries as make pleasurings

To men whom they have wedded well with rings,

And lay their holiness a while aside;

There may no better destiny betide.

On her he got a man-child right anon:

And to a bishop and the warden eke

He gave his wife to guard, while he was gone

To Scotland, there his enemies to seek;

Now Constance, who so humble is, and meek,

So long is gone with child that, hushed and still,

She keeps her chamber, waiting on Christ's will.

The time was come, a baby boy she bore;
Mauritius they did name him at the font;
This constable sent forth a messenger
And wrote unto King Alia at the front
Of all this glad event, a full account,
And other pressing matters did he say.
He took the letter and went on his way.

This messenger, to forward his own ends,
To the king's mother rode with swiftest speed,
Humbly saluting her as down he bends:
"Madam," quoth he, "be joyful now indeed!
To God a hundred thousand thanks proceed.
The queen has borne a child, beyond all doubt,
To joy and bliss of all this land about.

"Lo, here are letters sealed that say this thing,
Which I must bear with all the speed I may;
If you will send aught to your son, the king,
I am your humble servant, night and day."
Donegild answered: "As for this time, nay;
But here tonight I'd have you take your rest;
Tomorrow I will say what I think best."

This messenger drank deep of ale and wine,
And stolen were his lettexs, stealthily,
Out of his box, while slept he like a swines